
YOU FELLOWS DON'T WANT TO STUNT YOUR 
GROWTH--AND, REMEMBER, YOU* FOOT GROWTH 
MUST KEEP UP WITH THE REST OF YOUR. 
bopy: THAT NEW THOM AWN "GRO-CHART" 
INVENTION WILL TELL YOU WHEN YOU'RE 
STUNTING THE GROWTH 
OF YOUR FEET.' 




503 STORES - IN 399 CITIES 

SOFT YOUNG FOOT-BONES DON'T CRY OUT-- 
LIKE THOSE OF GROWN-UPS -- WHEN SHOES 
ARE TOO SMALL/ SO THOM M<AN DEVELOPED 
THE *GR0- CHART ff — IT GUARDS THE HEALTH 
AND GROWTH OF YOUNGSTERS' 
FEET/ THE FITTER IN YOUR 
THOM AUCAN STORE WILL 
SHOW YOU HOW THE "GRO- 
CHART" WORKS/ 
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BILLY BATSON ISA 
BOY RADIO NEWS- 
CASTEE.' HE HAS 
BEEN GIVEN THE 
SPECIAL PRIVILEGE 
Of UTTERING SHA2AM- 
THE NAME OF A WISE 
EGYPTIAN WIZARP— 
WHICH BRINGS DOWN 
A THUNDERBOLT Of 
MAGIC LIGHTNING / 
THIS CHANGES THE BOY- 
BILLY INTO CAPTAIN 
MARVEL, ALSO KNOWN 
AS THE NDSLP'S 
MIGHTIEST MORTAL .' 
AND WITH THE POWERS 
OF SIX GREAT HEROES 
OF HISTORY WITHIN 
rWVVCAPTAIN MARVEL 
CARRIES ON A 
CONSTANT BATTLE 
AGAINST EVIL/ w -*s> 




BILLY, A WEEK AGO A BOY NAMED 
TEDDY MILLER WROTE AND ASKED 
' FOR CAPTAIN MARVEL'S AUTOOKAPH/ 
/VOW //£ WXOTE AGAW AMP SAtp 
#£C&t/£0 /TV 
> you IGNORE 





STKLINS 
MORRIS, 
OWNER 

OF 
STATION 
WHl£, 
CALLS 
BILLY 
BATSON , 
BOY NEWS- 
CASTER, 
INTO 
HIS 
OFFICE... 
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AND LATER.... 



UTTERING THE 
ANCIENT NAME, 

BILLY IS 
CHANSED BY 
A FLASH OF 
MAGIC LIGHT- 
ENS INTO HIS 
OTHER MIGHTV 
FORM 

CAPTAIN 
mAkvel 




f I'LL DELIVER MY AUTOGRAPH IN 
1 PERSON TO TEDDY MILLER .' AND 
f ALSO SET AFTER THE CROOKS.' THEY 
V GOT BILLY IN SAD WITH MR. MORRIS.' 
( GIGGLESAP SHOULD BE RIGHT AHEAD/ 




and in the ©igglesap post office, captain 
marvel Questions the clerk — 



hmm: if i 

ONLY HAD 
SOME CLUE 



H^V- IT* CAPTAIN 

aharvel .' Y/mee .' 

HE'S VISITING 
OUR TOWN .' 



MARVEL .' 
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THOSE CROOKS MAY BE t| 

Planning to robthe post 1 
office at fostegvilue/too/ 
'm on mv wav.' 
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I / SHOULD BE 
I GOOD FOR A 




J 



VERNON'S .363 

averagb was tops for hit- 

TERS in ma JUNIOR CIRCUIT / 

during 194-6. hb was champ 
in ths "doubles department," 
too — drove out si two- a / 
bass hits , 



You 



BATTING 
CHAMPION OF THE 
AMERICAN LEAGUE 



"TFHEY HIT THE SPOT" THATS WHA 
MICK BY VERNON SAYS ABOUT WHEATIES., 

"I BAT A BIS BOWLFUL ALMOST EM 

MORNING," SAYS THE CHAMPION 
SLUGGER. "AND MY TIP TO EVERY- 
BODY WHO LIKES SOOD EATING 

IS —GET NEXT TO WHEATIES 



WHEAT! ES 



WHEATIES 
TASTE SWELL, 
TOO 



ATTHB START OF THE 134-6 
CAMPAIGN, MICKEY WAS 
^ GOING HITLESS. BUT ONCE HB 
STARTED TO CLICK HE JUMPED TO 
NUMBER ONE ON THE HIT PARADE 
—PACED THE LEAGUE'S FAMOUS 
SLUGGERS PRACTICALLY ALL-SEASON 



*HTH MILK AND FRUIT 

r*B"'»"<< >'<">* "ark> cl Uwnl Mills. %mr. 
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SCOOP SKILL INTO YOUR SKULL! 
REA.D CULTURE CORNER!! 



GOMBON,GAN6l 
SET IN TH S FUN/ TOO i 

JOIN THE 
CAPTAIN MARVEL 



CUD, wkicb Kite 
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no wonder they 
chose betty for 
cheerleader! 




TRADE 
MARK 



Cheer leading's fun, but you almost have to be an 
acrobat like Betty to do the best job. That's where 
good shoes really help They help in any active fun. 
Ball-Band Canvas Sport Shoes — like Betty is wearing 
— fit right, they're built right inside and out. They're 
washable, and the soles don't mark floors. Bom 
boys and girls cheer for them. Just try on a 
I poirl Go to the store where you see the Red 
\ Ball trade-mark. 



Look for the Red Ball in 
the Store and on the Sole 
of the Shoe. 





Ball-Band 



MISHAWAKA RUBBER t WOOLEN MFG. CO., 

MISHAWAKA, INDIANA 



Ball-Band Canvat Son" 
Shea* ">odo tar boO 

beyi and girth 
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THE THREAT OF THE GOONS . 



A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 



By Rod Reed 



THE courtroom was silent with suspense 
as the men filed back from the jury 
room. 

Scar Jones, the prisoner, glared at them 
with a stony face. 

Ponderously the judge asked the fore- 
man if they'd reached a verdict. When the 
foreman spoke, the one word "Guilty" 
brought a moment's hush to the room. 
Then Scar, his face red with anger, shook 
his fist at the jurymen and shouted, "You 
rats! I'll get even with you for this. Be- 
ware the Goons!" 

Still shouting and cursing, he was hauled 
from the room by a police officer. A few 
moments later, Wicky Burke's father and 
the eleven other jurymen were out on the 
street in front of the court house. One, a 
pale-faced little man, said, "Mr. Burke, did 
you understand what he meant? That talk 
about the Goons or something? What's 
that?" 

"Well, I don't know, exactly," said Mr. 
Burke. "That is, I've heard of the Goons. 
It's sort of a cut-throat gang. Gang of 
murderers." 

"Murderers!" exclaimed the little juror, 
getting whiter. "Mr. Burke, do you sup- 
pose they'll — they'll come after us?" 

"Just a bluff!" declared Wicky's father 
stoutly. "The Goons couldn't get by in 
this town, not with our police force and 
all. Just a bluff. Don't worry about it." 

"On, I'm not worried," said the little 
man. "That is — not much. Only — well, 
I hope you're right." 

Mr. Burke hoped he was right, too. He 
wished he could feel as assured as he'd 
made himself sound. 

"^■ICKY BURKE, Boit Bird 'and sev- 
eral other boys were gathered in their 
new clubhouse trying to think up a name, 
for their new club. Wicky was already 
the president because he had thought up 
the idea of a club in the first place and also 
because he had discovered the club house, 
an abandoned real estate office at the edge 
of an ill-fated boom development. 



"I think we should just call it the Gen- 
eral Sports Club," suggested Boit. "Then 
we can have teams in all kinds of general 
sports like baseball, football and such 
like." 

"Well, that> all right, but we ought to 
put in that they are Nifty sports," declared 
Wicky. "So nobody will think we go in 
for dull sports like jacks or hop-scotch." 

The others agreed that "nifty" would be 
nifty. Then George Wellbody Potts Jr. 
spoke up. "My father's a Moose," he said. 
"His club is called a Loyal Order. I think 
our club would be classier if it was an 
Order instead of just a plain old club." 

This was discussed pro and con and 
pretty well accepted as a good idea, so 
President Wicky said. "It has been moved 
and seconded and ruled and ratified that 
our club should be called General Order 
of Nifty Sports. All opposed can resign. 
Our Order will be secret and patriotic and 
all of us here will be chartered members 
and we won't allow anybody else to join up 
unless we vote for 'em." 

"How about him — he ain't a member, is 
he?" asked Potts Jr., pointing to a large, 
shaggy dog that lay on the floor, asleep. 

"Well, not exactly," said Wicky. "He 
can be an honorary member." 

"What'll he do in the club? How can a 
dog be a member of the club?" Potts Jr. 
insisted. 

"O'Shawnessy is a very smart dog," 
Wicky asserted beligerently. "He can 
guard the door when we're having meet- 
ings. He can be sergeant of arms." 

"He's only got paws — he hasn't got any 
arms," said George Wellbody Potts Jr., 
but the president of the General Order of 
Nifty Sports paid no attention to him. He 
was listening to Boit Bird who said, "Since 
this is a secret club, Wicky " 

Wicky interrupted, "I think, Mr. Bird, 
that since we're a duly organized and rati- 
fied organization we ought to call each 
other 'Mister' at all times in matters of 
club matters." 
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"Sorry, Wick — I mean, Mr. Burke," said 
Boit. "I was going to suggest that in 
order to make this binding we ought to all 
swear ourselves in at a special secret meet- 
ing at midnight." 

The boys were enthusiastic. "Will you 
come by for me, Mr. Bird?" asked Wicky. 

"I will if I'm sure my pop's going bowl- 
ing tonight," said Boit. "As soon as I find 
out, I'll slip a note under your door. Wick 
— I mean, Mr. Burke." 

RS, BURKE was sitting in the living 
room reading a newspaper when her 
husband came home. She looked up. 
smiled, and asked, "How'd the trial go. 
dear?" 

"All over," he said, "the man was obvi- 
ously guilty-*— and that was our verdict. 
What're you reading?" 

"Oh, I was reading a rather interesting 
article," said Mrs. Burke. "It's all about 
a gang called the Goons. They say it's 
now very active in the United States. A 
bunch of cut-throats who'd just as soon 
kill you as look at you. Why, what's the 
matter, dear — you look pale." 

"Uh — nothing," said Mr. Burke, huskily. 
"Just the strain of my first time on a jury, 
I guess." % 

There was a slight noise at the front 
door. Mr. Burke looked and saw a white 
slip of paper lying partly hidden under 
the door. Boit Bird, now racing down the 
sidewalk toward his home, had put it there. 
It was an official note to Wicky, tellirig 
him Boit would be able to make it for the 
secret meeting at midnight. In line with 
club policy, Boit had addressed it to "Mr. 
Burke." And because the paper was small 
and his writing large, he'd been able to get 
in only the initials of the General Order 
of Nifty Sports. So the note Mr. Burke 
(senior) had picked up and was now read- 
ing said, "We'll come and get you at mid- 
night, (signed) GOONS." 

Jk CHAIR and table were braced against 
the front door of the Burke's. Blinds 
were drawn tightly. Mr. Burke sat near 
the door, looking grim, his shotgun across 
his knee. "They'll never take me without 
a battle," he declared. His wife looked 
puzzled and worried, his son looked wor- 
ried and puzzled. Mr. Burke had told them 
only the bare facts of Scar Jones's threat. 
He'd kept the note and its contents to him- 



self. He peered intently out through a 
crack in the window shade. 

A car stopped out in front. In the dark, 
Mr. Burke couldn't make it out very well. 
A man got out of it. A big man. He walked 
with heavy tread toward the Burke's door. 

"Shhh! Someone's coming!" exclaimed 
Mr. Burke. 

Wicky, peeping out through the other 
window, hissed, "Look how his pocket 
bulges. He's packing a rod!" 

The big man stepped up and pounded on 
the door. 

"Shh!" said Mr. Burke. 

The man pounded again. Then he called, 
"Hey, Mr. Burke! Anybody home? This 
is Rafferty, of the homicide squad !" 

"By George, it IS Rafferty," said Mr. 
Burke. Quickly he pushed the barricade 
to one side, opened the door. Rafferty en- 
tered. "Hello, Mr. Burke," he said, "I got 
a queer job tonight. Some of those jurors 
were a little worried about that punk Scar 
Jones and his Goons threat, so I have to 
look up each juryman and give him the 
lowdown. We've had the goods on that 
punk for a long time and he's strictly a 
lone wolf. He's got no more connection 
with the Goons than you have. I know 3 
level-headed fella like you wouldn't take 
that stuff seriously, but I got my orders." 

Rafferty's eyes fell on the chair and 
table barricade and the shotgun. "Say. 
what's all this?" he exclaimed. 

"My son and I were playing a little 
game," said Mr. Burke, laughing lamely. 
"Cowboys and Indians stuff. This is — uh 
— a pioneer settlement. Eh, Wicky, boy?" 

Wicky, catching his father's wink, nod- 
ded. 

"Ah," said Rafferty, "wish I was a kid 
again. Well, gotta get going. Three more 
jurors to visit. So long, Mr. Burke." 

AFTER the detective had gone, Mr. 

Burke took the note from his pocket 
and examined it again, puzzled, shaking 
his head. Wicky got a look at the note 
over his father's shoulder. He opened his 
mouth, ready to explain it was from the 
General Order of Nifty Sports. But he 
changed his mind, closed his mouth and 
said nothing. After all, it was a secret club ! 

— THE END — 

Another laugh-filled Wicky and O'Shaw- 
nessy story will appear in next month's 
issue of WHIZ COMICS. 



WHIZ COMICS 

ASVtmSIMIHT 




WHIZ COMICS 



ON THE CREST OF A TOWERING PEAK, HIDEEN 
FEOfA MORTAL- VIEW, STANDS THE FORBID- 
OINS CASTLE OF KARNOK .' 



I ( </"/ J 
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ITS ONEA.W. AS SAM AND OTIS ORItt PAST THE HOUSE Of WEALTHY BANKER 

HIG6IN80THAM 



SAM...LOOK. 1 

^ THEY'RE ELOPING- 
6N7 IT 
ROMANTIC? 



THAT 6AL'S NOT ELOPING- 
LOOK AT HER KICK./ SHE'S , 
BEING KIDNAPPED.' 





HE'S NO KIDNAPPER / 
HE'S TRYING ID MAKE 
ME MARRY HIM— AND 
I WOULD IF HE'D BE 
MORE NEAT-ESPECIALLY 
ABOUT HIS HAIR 



SO THAT'S IT--EFFIE,HAND ME 
T WILDROOT CREAM-OIL 




SAM SPAOE SUGGESTS YOU TRY WILDROOT CREAM-OIL. IT 
MAKES YOUR HAIR LOOK SWELL. MAKES IT FEEL GOOD, 
TOO. GET IT AT ANY DRUG OR TOILET GOOP5 COUNTER 




GEE, SPADE, WILD- 
ROOT CREAM-OIL L 
MAKES ME LOOK 50 I THAT.' 
GOODtSHE SHOULD < 
BE KIDNAPPING A 



LOOK, PAL.' SHE'S 

A BANKERS 
DAUGHTER AND 
SHE'S BEAUTIFUL . 
CREAM-OIL" Of 
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